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of the sea. These were dark waves, chasing each
other in furious rage, and over their tops the bitter
froth of the sea was whipped into mist.

Ths wind was now so strong that the seagulls
could no longer continue their quiet flight, but,
shrieking, were thrust from their course. Cecco
soon saw them with much trouble making their
way towards the sea, so as not to be caught by
the storm and flung against the walls. Hundreds
of pigeons on San Marco's square flew up, beat-
ing their wings, so that it sounded like a new
storm, and hid themselves away in all the nooks
and corners of the church roof.

But It was not the birds alone that were fright-
ened by the storm. A couple of gondolas had
already got loose, and were thrown against the
shore, and were nearly shattered. And now aE
the gondoliers came rushing to pull their boats
into the boathouses, or place them in shelter in
the small canals.

The sailors on the ships l}ing In the harbour
worked with the anchor-chains to make the ves-
sels fast, In order to prevent them drifting oa to
the shore. They took down the clothes hang-
Ing up to dry, pulled their long caps well over
their foreheads, and began to collect all the loose
articles lying about In order to bring them below
deck. Outside Canale Grande a whole fishing-
fleet came hurrying home. All the people from
Lido and Malamocco who had sold their goods